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The moTt lamentable T ragedie 

Shee will a handmaide be to his defircs, 

A louing Nurfe, a Mother to his youth. 

Sat. Afcend fairc Queene : Panthean Lords accompany 
Your Noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by the Heauens for Prince Saturnine , 

Whofe wifdome hath her Fortune conquered. 

There fliall we conlummatc our lpoufall rites. 

£ xeunt otnnes. 

Titus. I am not bid to waite vpon this Bride, 

Titus when wert thou wont to walke alone, ’’ 

Difhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs. 

Enter tJMarcus and T itus fornei . 
tJWarcus. Q Titus fee: O fee what thou haft done 
In a bad quarrcll Jflaine a vertuous fonne. 

Titus. No foolifh Tribune, no : No fonne of mine, 

Nor thou,nor thefe, confederates in the deede. 

That hath difhonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and vnworthy fonnes. 

Lucius. But let vs giue him burial! as becomes, 

Giue Afuciusburiall with our bretheren. 

T itus. Traytors away, he refts not in this tombe : 

This monument hue hundreth yeares hath flood. 

Which I haue fumptuoufly rectified : 

Hcere none but Souldiers and Romes Seruitors 
Repofein fame : None bafely flainc in braules. 

Bury him where you can he comes not hcere. 

tJMarcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My Nephew Mutius deeds doo plead for him. 

He muft be buried with his brethren. 

T itus two fonne s Jpeakes . 

And fhall, or him we will accompany. 

Titus. And /hall. What viliaine was it fpake that word# 
T itus fonne Jpeakes. 

He that would vouch it in any place but hcere. 

Tituii 



of Titus Andronicus, 

Titus. What would you bury him in mydefpight* 
Marcus. No noble Titus, but intreate or thee. 

'T° n 

And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounde , 

My foes I doe repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Smn,. He is not with htmfeife, 1« vs withdraw. 

Sonne. Not I till 'JMutius bones be buried. 

T he brother and the fonnes kneele. 

Marcus. Brother, for in that name doth nature pleade. 

2 . Sonne. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeake. 
Titus. Speake thou no more, if all the reft will ipeede. 

M arcus. “Renowmed T itus , more then halfc my foulc. 
Lucius. Deare Father, foulc and fubftance ofvs all. 

M arcus. Suffer thy brother M arcus to interre, 

His noble Nephew heere in vertues neft, 

That died in honour and Lauinias caufe. 

Thou prt a 'Romaine, be not barbarous : 

The Greekes vpon aduife did bury' esfiax 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne, 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals : 

Let not young Mutius then that was thy ioy. 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

Titus. Fife Marcus, rife, 

The difmalft day is this that ere I law. 

To be difhonoured by my fonnes in Fomc i. 

Well bury' him, and bury' me the next. 

T hey put him in the tombe . . 

Lucius. There lie thy bones fweet Mutius with thy friends* . 
Till we withTrophees doo adorne thy tombe.’ 

T hey all kneele and fay. 

No man fhed teares for noble Mutius , 

He liucs in fame, that dide in vertues caufe. 

$xit. 
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